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UPON JULIA'S VOICE
So smooth, so sweet, so silvery is thy voice, As, could they hear, the Damned would make no noise; And listen to thee (walking in thy chamber) Melting melodious words to lutes of amber.
TO MEADOWS
YE have been fresh and green, Ye have been filled with flowers: And ye the walks have been Where maids have spent their hours.
You have beheld how they With wicker arks did come To kiss, and bear away The richer cowslips home.
Y'ave heard them sweetly sing, And seen them in a round: Each virgin like a Spring, With honeysuckles crowned.
But now we see none here, Whose silvery feet did tread, And with dishevelled hair Adorned this smoother mead.
Like unthrifts, having spent Your stock, and needy grown, Y'are left here to lament Your poor estates alone.ROBERT    HERRICK                      89
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